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monecl up in your mind. Black-green is the plain.
Under the tree of Agamemnon glows a tiny light,
like an earth-bound star. Where once the pilgrims
gathered who knew only the gods, Christian hands
have tended the lamp before the holy picture. And
a little farther on, among the foliage of the olive-
trees, shines another of these Christian stars, which,
in the darkness of Delphi's solitudes, shed their light,
faintly perhaps, but faithfully, upon a way once
often trodden by pagans who now sleep the last long
sleep. To what changes in the human soul do these
earth-bound stars bear witness! I sat beneath
Agamemnon's tree, listening to the cry of the foun-
tain, watching the little lights, till the night was
black about me,

I must always think of Olympia as the poetic
shrine of one of the most poetic statues in the world.
As the Parthenon seems to be the soul of Athens, so
the Hermes of Praxiteles seems to be the soul of
Olympia, gathering up and expressing its aloofness
from all ugly things, its almost reflective tenderness,
its profound calm, and its far-off freedom from any
sadness. When I stayed there I was the only trav-
eler. Never did I see any human being among the
beautiful ruins, or hear any voice to break their si-
lence. Only the peasants of that region passed now
and then on the winding track below the hill of
Cronus, to lose themselves among the pine-trees.
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